A STORY OF THE  HOLI FEAST.
Every Holi feast brings to my memory the
story of Savitramma of our village.   This feast
was celebrated with great eclat in our village in
the days when I was a boy.    I need not tell you
what eclat in this festival is.    (I do not want any
one to misunderstand me.    I do not mean by
eclat the songs and  acts of doubtful propriety
which, I understand, make of this festival in the
Malnad something for people to be ashamed of.
We have not got that kind of song or play in our
side of the country.)     We made a huge bonfire
and beat our mouths to our hearts' content.    To
make a huge bonfire, you have to make a huge
stack of rubbish, and to do this, you go to every
single house in the place and draw the attention
of the household,  in  the usual way, by a lusty
beating of the mouth.    You know, of course, that
this is supposed to be done round a corpse, and
persons who would take this as a bad omen on
any other day of the year listen to this horrible
noise with delight on this particular day.    They
believe that if there is a mock beating of the
mouth in front of the house on this  occasion,
there will be no need to beat the mouth in the
house in reality in the coming year; that is, there
will be no death.   So it seems to them quite a